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In ever climbing up the climbing wave ?                        60

All things have rest, and ripen toward the grave

In silence ; ripen, fall and cease:

Give us long rest or death, dark death, or dreamful ease.
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How sweet it were, hearing the downward stream,

With half-shut eyes ever to seem                                   55

Falling asleep in a half-dream!

To dream and dream, like yonder amber light,

Which will not leave the myrrh-bush on the height;

To hear each other's whisper* d speech ;

Eating the Lotos day by day,                                      60

To watch the crisping ripples on the beach,

And tender curving Hues of creamy spray;

To lend our hearts and spirits wholly

To the influence of mild-minded melancholy;

To muse and brood and live again in memory,                65

With those old faces of our infancy

Heap'd over with a mound of grass,

Two handfuls of white dust, shut in an urn of brass!
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Dear is the memory of our wedded lives,

And dear the last embraces of our wives                        70

And their warm tears: but all hath suffered change:

For surely now our household hearths are cold:

Our sons inherit us: our looks are strange:

And we should come like ghosts to trouble joy,

Or else the island princes over-bold                               75

Have eat our substance, and the minstrel sings

Before them of the ten years* war in Troy,

And our great deeds, as half-forgotten things.

Is there confusion in the little isle ?

Let what is broken so remain.                                      80